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The clash of emotions 
And voices within me 
which I cannot express and hold 


I write in words 


Only the blind can see the spectrum in the dark, 
and the deaf can hear the songs of silence. 


Only the insane and ofj-minded 
can comprehend the words 


inscribed using the blood of the poet. 


For Rolando, Florence, and Christian. 


INTRODUCTION 


Some would say that I am a frustrated writer and poet 
because none of my works were published in any local 
magazines and publications and never recognized by an 
award-giving body for literature but still crafting poems 


and stories. 


It is because I always believed that if one has the 
determination to achieve his dreams and goals in life he 
will certainly achieve it in time. It's the power of 


attraction. 


Never have I ever lost hope that someday, I would be 
having my book published and distributed in some local 


bookstores. 


And I will start with this book. This book entitled 
Confessions is a compilation of my poems and essays I 
wrote during my college life and some retrieved poems | 


have written during high school. 


Entries circle on Love, Lust, Youth, Sex, Melancholy, 
and Life. 


I hope you enjoy Confessions. It is a labor of love and 


coffee . 


CARLO JOSEPH S. REGLOS 
Bayombong, Philippines, 2020 


ILOKANISTA 


(n.) an  TIlokano scholar, linguist 
translator, literary writer, painter, poet 


or scriptwriter 


PART ONE 


Youth and Love 
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pinta 


you painted me 
you painted my personality 
the blank, dull, and ugly me 


I was once useless 
no color, no life 
every stroke of your brush 


gave me bright light 


you painted my heart 
with colors of radiance, 


happiness, and joy 


you painted me violets and purple 
the color of our love 

but that didn't go well 

you left me, I felt blue 


but thank you for the colors 
you gave me life 
I am who I am today 


because you painted me. 


confessions 


the epoch 


it was the fourth day of the time 
when the rain is feasting on its rule 
then you came from the heavens above 


and made my chalice filled with moons 


magnificent, innovative, creative, and orl 
these you have shared on the darkness of the dawn 
you re like the moon and the stars resting above 


sharing and extending the light of the bulb 


the angels from the heavens sparkle and shine 
like the twinkle of your dark brown eyes 
the innocence kept in the deepest of your heart 


is flowing from the words going out from your mouth 
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you re like colors of the paint in your hand 
showing the vibrancy and richness of life 
you were like the clay you try to mold 


hard as the stone but soft ever before 


the song of your eyes keeps me believing in your words 
like the siren’s voice that paralyzes its prey 
but this song helped me see the mirror on my way 


wide open long before waiting to be paved 


thank you for removing the veil around you 
that keeps a stranger from seeing the real you; 
thank you for letting me enter your every day 


to be part of your journey in this life’s maze. 
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coffee buddy 


you like iced and I, hot 
maybe that’s the reason 
we re not alike. 

it is me who is always 

on fire and you, cool. 

but it doesn’t matter 

at least we have something 
in common 


and that’s material that any fact 


carlojosephs. reglos 
restart 


Give me your hand 
to ease all the pain 
you feel long time ago 


since you let him go 


Just close your eyes 
and never be broken 
just hold my hand 


and start over again 


Don’t think of him 
‘cause I’m already here 
I will be your lover 


And we will be forever 


Cry! Just cry and forget him 
He doesn’t deserve you 
He will just hurt your feelings 


And will never love you 


Slap me! Slap me if you want 
Let go of your anger 
Let the ache be gone 


and start a new plan 
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azura 


thick eyeglasses 
and braces on the teeth 
are just two things that remind me of you 
the glorious smiles you do 
making your eyes close 
brings me to a paradise 
full of chocolates and sweets. 

I feel like flying on the heavens 
every time you call my name; 
and my heart keeps pounding 

every time you re near. 

Azura, you're beautiful 
like the blue skies adorned 

with silver-white clouds. 

You are perfect and immaculate 

please be still; 


I love you. 
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I remember the days 
when you and I were sharing 
under an umbrella 


while the rain dropped slowly 


I remember... 
all the adventures we had 
all the sweet messages sent 


all the laughter we have shared 


I remember 
the late-night walks on the streets of Solano 
those holding hands at the cathedral 
street foods eating at the capitol 


We were bound by love then 
can’t sleep without “Good Night” messages 
can’t go home without your accompaniment 


can’t... But wait! 


To whom is this for? 
I can’t remember anything 
did I ever fall in love? 


Oh! what a nice dream 
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angel 


The first time I saw you, the sky smiled 
and unfolded a million stars hidden behind; 
exploding with joy, my heart racing — 


you had me at the single greetings 


You are so fine, so beautiful, so lovely 

I wonder what heavens you used to live 
you re a beguiling angel igniting my desires, 
please keep me in your wings, 


and I'll give you my love. 


carlojosephs. reglos 


f.allen 


It’s not simple to say how strong | am 


if the thing to do is speaking out my heart 


there is no assurance — anxious am | 


my love may be spurned and declined 


I said I could give you my heart 
and honestly disclosed my other part 
“Would it be possible then 


to hit two targets using a single dart” 


Would you say that I fell 
to the graves of the darkness; 
if I just released what I felt 


for you; in the time longest? 


Would I be like the angel 
the one branded as fallen — 


if love is the reason for my downfall? 


F.all.en. Mierda!I fell in love with — 
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untold you 


You're a secret untold 
from the millions 


i have concealed. 


Only my memoir could tell — 
when I die, 


our hearts be healed. 
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Curve is your name 
plotted in the kingdom 
queen of all lands 


fairest in the Cartesian 


I am just a man 
working for the kingdom 
ruler of division; lands 


divided into quadrants 


Your curve extends near me 
closer and farther would it be 
a love untold kept in my heart 


bursting and wanting to spit it out 


I felt love and contented; with the 
accompaniment you have provided 
but no matter how close or far we become 


you ll be charted in my mind forever; we'll never meet 


Messages, glances, smiles, and memories 
all of these, Pll always cherish 
this part of my life, PIl never forget. 


never forget the imaginary us and our asymptotic love 
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mosaic 


at first, you were broken 
piece by piece you were created 


a masterpiece. 
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the coffee lover 


I remember the joy in your eyes 

sitting at the coffee shop 

while they prepare your favorite drink. 

Black coffee — espresso 

prepared using the finest arabica beans 

you chose for your own; 

heated and filtered, brewed with love 

Ooh! that smell coming out from the kitchen 
excites you, making you eager 

to taste that espresso. 

I wonder why you're addicted to your espresso 
because as I see you; 

you are sweet, fine and full of love and joy; 
the complete opposite of your espresso — 


dark, muddy, nasty bitter, and undrinkable 
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flowers and letters 


Flowers are in bonnie bloom 
T'is the month of hearts and love; 
It is you I always remember 


while the cold breeze kisses my lips. 


I can smell your perfume infused 
with the scent of the paper and ink; 
In this written letter you gave — 


I read every day to think you're here 


I hear your voice whispering to my ears 
as my eyes trace each word from it; 
It's like music with perplexed form 


I cannot explain but it's glorious 


I wish you were here with me — 
Tracing your finger on my cheeks; 
After this long detachment from you 


An amorous embrace would compensate 
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coffee shop 


The coffee shop might still remember 

how often we used to see each other before; 
We talked about life, school, and my poetry; 
We laughed together like no one else is around 
And you listened to my stories like a little kid. 
You were the sugar in my dark black coffee 
and I was your creamer. 

We complement each other 

and that made us better 

But sugar is never part of my coffee anymore. 

I am now alone here in our favorite coffee shop 


drinking my dark black coffee — 
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dreamer 


When I was sixteen 

the day I have seen 

a girl like you 

who keeps my heart beating 


I was daydreaming 
you and I together 
like holding hands 


to keep you closer 


Please give a chance 
to lock your loving heart 
and let us be one 


to be strong and hard 


I am your shadow 
will guard you and follow; 
I am you shoulder 


will comfort you and make better 


But all these things 
are still undone 
‘coz you re too far 


from me like the sun 
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our youth 


the most expensive memory we have, 
where difficult times arose — 
where we're taught to fight 


and the time we first tasted love. 


Our youth is where tears divide 
and broken hearts cry; 
but never forget the happiest times 


when our hearts were full of chimes. 


Our youth is irreplaceable 
but memories do fade and crumple; 
enjoying one's youth is fundamental; 


this you'll realize when you're old sentimental 
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your smile 


I wonder how it feels 

to rest my head on your lap; 
as you tell me stories 

only the fool can laugh. 

PI look into your eyes 
dead-serious like a crap; 

In your beautiful smiles 


I know I got caught. 
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dear steven 


Tell me, Steven, if this is true 
coz as I step towards you 
the strings that are keeping us apart 


is tying me down to false hopes 


I don't know your intentions 
your crazy inhibitions 
but here's me falling dee 

g deep 


to every word you speak 


Tell me, Steven, if it's true 
that I could love someone like you 
but no matter how I wanted 


It only happens in my dreams 


maybe our time has not yet come 
in the afterlife, we are to unite 
Our stories that were not written 


would fill all pages of the night. 


love, 


Laura 


2) 


SELLEPET 


(v.) the act of sexual intercourse. 
(n.) a prostitute or a paramour 


(n.) a male lover of a gay 


PART TWO 


Lust and Desires 
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lowkey 


Rest your head on my chest 


and tell me how you want it; 


Read what my eyes speak, 


tis about how beautiful you are. 


a1 
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indulgence 


I met you in the darkness of nothing 
when I was alone in the middle of desolation; 
I met you when the stars are falling 


when my heart was ON fire as the flame of the candle. 


I know it was only me who took this fantasy into life 
and I know it was me who gave life to your desires; 
but I admit that ’'m just a toy that everyone enjoys 


and when the feelings are gone, all our love — destroyed. 


the fire that we always play is dangerous 
like the water in the well — deep and dark; 
we both know, yes we do! indulging ourselves 


to the ocean of desires and flames of the night 


You know that it is only temporary 
and I do like to leave after this story; 
But I always love to create another one 


and leave again, then it is all forgone. 
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scent 


Your scent is as fresh 
as when the mangoes are in bloom 


in the middle of the sunny summer. 


ys, 
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holy prostitute 


an angel from the heaven 
came down to share his life 


he had all that it takes 


to be the man of the time 


at first, they have known him as innocent 
they liked him for his personality 
but nothing do they know of his — 


inner demons longing to be free 


at the night of the dark world 

he opened the box of lust; 

as he kissed the demon’s lips 

his demons came out; freedom at last! 
but the lust in his mind and body 
grew larger and bigger, a prostitute! 
his demons overshadowed his soul 


surrendered to the down world; now he’s doomed 
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sik 


Vince. 
Mark. 
Russ. 
John. 
Louis 


Keith. 


we were stung by a bee 
poisoned as it flees 


hoped the apple is free 
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marks of the past 


I remember those crazy nights 
two of us alone together; 
looking into each other’s eyes 
surrounded by love and lust. 
bodies are heating up; 
enjoying every second; 


playing the fire. 


I truly missed those moments 
but, I guess it’ll never happen 


again, anymore 


You're like those kiss marks, 
marks of the past you left 
on my heart, neck, and chest 
marks that are temporary 


won't last long; 


will fade. 
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lustful 


It’s our desires that make us want to live more. If you 


can’t feel lust anymore it’s either because you're contented 


or dead. 
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catfish 


there is nothing more compelling 
than your sweet soft voice 
in the middle of this town 


where we re all paper and toys 


Now tell me what to do 
with my distorted life 


your words are tastier 


than the bloodshed denied 


with a single word your lips enounce 
there's me who worship like a boar 
no substance — a silent phone 


you had me as your whore 


the truth is you're manipulative, 
crazy, stone-dead crap; 
I lost in your game of love 


long before I knew, it's a trap. 
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worth 


We danced 
on the streets 


naked. 


We kissed 


under the rain. 


We played 
with each other’s 


bodies. 


and then you told me 


I’m not enough. 


3° 
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tipsy fir 


the lie goes out from her mouth 
while my emotions are flying in 
the noise that surrounds the entry of the hall 


as the heavens open its doors 


I walked through the pillars of life 
and the trials of salvation 

and kept my love for fight 

for my lips and hers collide 


My destination in this night of lie 
is on the judgment of the stars; 
while she mesmerizes my innocence 


to wanting her all round. 
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discover 


Pull my hair as I discover 
what’s hidden between; 
in the deepest dark oceans 


only a warrior can risk in. 


The scent of the erass 
that surrounds the pearl 
is like a perfume intoxicating me 


to fall into heaven. 


I did not know 
that pearls tasted like 
apple coated with honey 


and oooooh. 
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lamia 


thirst for blood — devour 
t'is the fountain of life forever; 
the regent of the earth vexed 


hexed me to feed on blood and chassis 


the night is evil dark cold 
nightmares and tormented souls; 
blood screaming in the fire of sins 


anguished in eternal displeasure 
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ice cream 
I can see my ice cream 
melting and falling down 


into your cute little fingers. 


Tis the fountain of youth emerging; 


creamy sweet sugary taste. 


Would you like to lick? 
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partialism 


I wonder how it feels to 

touch your paper-like cutis 

it’s like a slithery shiny floor 
glazed with honey and mercury 


I wonder how it emits light — 
the lowly servant cannot eye 
down your face is your 

long and veiny neck; 

life travels, the wine marks 


and oooh! I want a bite 
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I wonder what aroma 

does your sweat gives, 

like a sweet mist from a fortune grass. 
tiny drops that jaunt your body 
down to your unfathomed past. 
thirst is what I feel 


wanting to sip the nectar from the hills 


I wonder how partial I am, 

how I see meaning to something 
maybe I’m being biased 

to desire just the specific — 

is this a curse? 

ora gift I deserve; 

Pm attracted to just a part 


partialism, so be it. 


45 


46 confessions 


the coconut 


I thirst when I see 
the two coconuts hanging from its tree; 
I want to sip the rich milk from it 


and it's dry roots would sprinkle free. 
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first kill 


My body shivers 

as your tongue traces 

my body bevel. 

The moan of mornings 
and the stars exploding; 
T’was your favorite sound 
in the night — resounding. 
The bite of your innocence 
is lethal as hell; 

killing the little kid 
hidden in the cell; 

a monster — it would be 
set free and awaken 
drowning himself 


in the pit he has created. 
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the dream of the innocent 


ice dark cold 

and morning woods; 
burning eyes 

and lustful mood. 
bites are young 

but wonderful; 
dream of the past 


and now he could. 
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your body 


your body waves like the ocean 
back and forth pushing itself 
to the grainy dry desert 


pulling the sand to join the dance 


you tasted like the sea 
like candy to the drugged 
losing itself to harmony 


making a trip to ecstasy 
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GULGOL 


(v.) the act of shampooing. 

(n.) a custom where family and relatives go 
together to a nearby river or to the seashore to 
wash their faces as a sign of forgetting the 
tragedy brought upon by the death of a loved 


one. 


PART THREE 


Pain and Death 
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I am in the dark 


Dark and empty room 
Surrounded by creepy noise 


Playing in my head 


Can’t run by myself 
‘cause voices are flowing here 


Making me depressed 


Teardrops on the floor 
Will soon cause flood if not stopped 


And soon make river 


Heartbeats going fast 
Take me out of this dark room 


Help me! Make me smile! 


DD 
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tied 


strings attached 
to an anchor 


fell deep to the ocean 
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voice that kills 


I found myself lying down 
on the wooden floor under my bed 
cherry blood was all around 


from my wrist - it was slit 


what caught me in the eye 
was the inscription on the wall - 
"die voice," says to mine 


and it was silence after all 


now I remember everything 
I tried to kiss that little voice 
in my mind bothering 


but in the end, I got killed. 


D7 
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wrist cuts 


Can you hear the blood 


dripping from my wrist? 


It’s the tears of my heart — 
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the dream in the heavens 


pearls on the blue mountains 
and the cherry bright heavens 
the breeze smells Amarillo 


where its petals are falling 


I lie down for a second 
closed my eyes - not awakened 
but soon my eyes opened 


t'is a New world = everyday morning 


my wrinkled face faded 
and my grey hair blackened 
my grown old skin tightened 


and my voice - little angel 


as I walked in this new world 
my reflection in the waters caught me 
I saw myself as a child - 


innocent with a genuine smile 


the truth is in this world 
there is no more sadness and crying 
no more pain and suffering 


because this is the paradise - the heavens 
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confessions 


connected 


I hope it’s not you 

not the reason for my sadness 
but I have a feeling that 

we re connected as one... 
that when I am sad, 

you don’t feel well; 

when I don’t feel good, 


you're sad. 
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dying! 


I'm dying deep inside. 
there's a voice in my head, 


noise under my bed 
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last page 


I said my sorry... 

maybe it’s time 

to let you go, 

and forget all 

that we have shared; 

and let time 

conceal the gap of yesterday 
silence will prevail; 


distance — 
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my love, o death 


strawberries, chocolates 
lights and cigarettes 
and there was you 


lying on a beautiful diskette. 


I'm crying inside 
but tears won't come out 
I'm sorry my love 


you died on my hands. 
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confessions 


our last 


this is.. 


our last day, 
our last night, 
our last conversation, and 


our last coffee 


this is... 


the thirteenth. 


I love you. 
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fallen 


trapped in the 
web of the spider 


I, too weak, became prey. 
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downfall 


If you love me, it must be my downfall that is least 
appealing to you. But it seems like you enjoy every second 


of pain and every inch of tears I feel. 


Why? 
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last dance 


keep your arms 

on my shoulder, 

as we dance 

to the sway of the music. 
close your eyes, 

feel my heartbeat, 

it’s only you that counts; 
no strings attached. 

kiss me — 


this is our last song — our last dance 
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poet's cry 


I cried blood 
screamed in silence 


who would notice that I’m broken 


I spilled inks 
hands were frozen 


can’t write a single word, I’m dead 


you know why 
I’m out of words? 


‘coz you stole my world, wrecked it 


how I wish 
my words come back 


you heard right, the poet’s cry 
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droplets 


rain 
is falling 
while I'm drowning 
with my own 


tears 
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why I left 


I wrote your name 

on my cream slim journal 

as I listened to the song of the rain 
while my phone plays Beethoven 


I tried to write why I left 

but none would come out from my pen 
maybe the real reason 

is not meant to be written 


I'm sorry if that's the end 

of our version of a love story 
I'm sorry if that's the end 
but it has to end 
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ghost 


y.O.U. 
Le.fit. 
w.i.t.h.o.u.t. 


S.a.y.in.g. 
g.o.0.d.b.y.e. 
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TAGNAWA 


(n) cooperation and solidarity 


(n.) helping one another without expecting 


any return 


PART FOUR 


Truth and Downfall 
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fade 


When we’re gone 
In this world of mortals 


We'll be noticed and recognized 
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the autobiography 


Federico is my name 

Iam on my 27th 

My mother is Matilda 

She is the mayor of Postelyana 

I have seventeen other siblings, Oh! 

Four only from my mother 

Others from others. 

My father is Kladio 

He is the governor of Ilonagyo 

He has five women, one is Matilda 

My auntie Florence, Mandy, oh Levi! 

Three each from them, all dude 

Investment! My father concluded. 

Marcus from Florence the beloved, mayor of Lucia 
Magnus from Levi always Vida, mayor of Aurelia 


Wilhelm from Mandy never vandi, mayor of Rosas. 
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Candez, Lia, and Pamela — my sisters 
Deported to Canada, Italia, and China 

At first, I didn’t understand 

But later I did 

No women in the business. 

My other brothers took politics and governance 
And my father is breeding still at his fifty-fifth. 
Well, that’s my family 

I have to go. 

And drop my little boys 

From Aira, Casa, and Halix 

Their mothers 

And proceed to the senate — 


To propose a new bill. 
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appreciation 


they say that no matter how near or close you are to a 
person, he will never appreciate you unless he personally 


likes you. 
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queen mistious bellpepper vii 


love the queen 
ruling the land 
ona misty day 
goes out. 
forgive the spindles 
from her utterance 
they’re only utilized 


at command 


feel the mist on the air 
to know the queen 
tiny drops 
like her tears 


a fussy pepper 


bell pepper of a kind 
the queen is sublime 
some sort of artifice 
to breathe the starred sky 
some praise desires 
and jump out of joy 
coming out 


unrepentant soul. 
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rain 


Do you know why we feel ecstatic when it rains? It is 


because we Can relate to the tears pouring after the sunny 


happy day. 
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danze with the water 


I thought you were as innocent 

as the flowers in the garden 
waiting to be picked and 

smiling again. But I realized — 
you were the butterfly, wandering 
all around, giving its lie 


to make out through the night 


fresh as the air, you were new 
and untouched. 

but the strings around you 
were stretched, 

like a worn-out one, 

tired of giving its life 


to his master. gone. 
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corona 


the crown that we always dream 
to have power in this earth 
seems like a death sentence 


burning and tearing our dreams apart. 
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2020 


I can hear the crumbling sound of the earth; 
the boiling hot red underneath the tall volcanoes; 
the ashes that come from the sky 


that turned every river into sand 


the sea whirling like a washing machine; 
the waters were never aquamarine — 
it is dark, poisoned, and never alive 


the sea creatures are floating and dying 


the fire hitting the forest and cities; 
the deadly virus and flesh-eating disease; 
the loud thunder roaring like a tiger 


and the rain that can tear and burn skins 


the people are crying for salvation 
and the regent cannot end it at once; 
is it the end? 


or are we already dead? 
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downworld 


The evils of this earth 
are radically distinctive 


for all. 


You met them before 


but unheeded. 


Crying foul 
will you come back, 


Or turn around? 
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Car ds 


we were taught how to play Uno cards 
but instead, we played hearts. 

It's the game of our youth — 

We thought we're victors 


but in reality, were doomed. 


confessions 


the routine 


we wake up 
and cook 
and eat 
and sit in front of the TV 
and lie down to bed 
and wake up 
and eat 
and read books 
and master a new language 
and play an instrument 
and listen to music 
and surf the internet 
and watch porn 
and masturbate 
and take a bath 
and watch the news 
and see how many deaths 
and write on our journal 
and cry 
and pray 
and sleep 


and we wake up. 
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the “us” 


whatever are we; 
you and me 


will only be a memory. 
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locked down 


It was dark cold night 
when I heard a man cry 
singing his lungs out 


as the dog barks loud 


his stomach is empty 
and his pockets are dry 
who would still say that this is right? 


he's damned in this lock-down lie 


he's imprisoned to death 

in this city of hoax 

and the elite are trying to kill 
the small poor folks 


dearest land what have you become 
y 

don't let your people resort to gun; 

your pretty peachy promises, where? 


they're just bubbles, big but bare 
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per plexed 


We became inexplicable and cryptic 
because some people tried to turn us down; 
they used our secrets — toyed in their hands 


to function in their desired game plans. 


92 confessions 
beats 


I want someone who 

can give life 

to my poems 

I want it to dance 

to the beat of 

the drums and 

sway to the songs of love — 


and lust 


carlojosephs. reglos 6, 


patriot 


You see yourself in these moments of crisis 
as rotten trash and rubbish; 
people are dying yet where is your care 


probably died along with yourself. 
bear in mind the patriots creed: 


You fight for what is right 
and keep your heart strong; 
always live with that burning desire 


and then proudly sing the land’s song. 
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that somecone 


how is it to be that someone 
you always speak of when we're together 
that one you always dream of 


that someone I dreamt to be 
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who? 


no 


one 
knows yourself 


better than 


you. 


2D 


GARUD 


(n.) an Ilocano expression with no specific 
meaning. It can be attached to anything and it 


changes the meaning in an instant. 


e.g. 
Wen garod! — Yes, it is! 
Okay garod — okay then 


PART FIVE 


Bliss and Healing 
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mantra 


Trust your rebel heart and always take the way that is less 


tr aveled. 
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he is a Gemini 


the twin as they say 
would have been together e’er before 
they weren’t alike — double as if 


the other is the shadow of two-faced prit 


who would notice the happy-shining eyes? 
crying for help but none would arrive 
would the twin in the sky rig his life 


or just an option he is to decide? 


often would he question his existence 
but he would not see the color of the prism 
t'is the shadows of his gloomy dreams 


telling him to sleep for quietus eternal peace 


but ending his story would ne'er be done 
for unlit is the candle he is holding on 
other candles are ready for the fire to spring 


he is strong and might; he is a Gemini. 
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destiny 


we all have the same destiny, 
after all, we'll die. 
sometimes, it is better 
not to do anything 
and let things go on 


without interference 
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sangre 


Morning was dull and dreary 
twas the normal cycle in my awful life 
I was browsing on our conversation 


recalling how you smiled and laughed. 


the only people who are up at three in the morning 
are those who are alone and loved... 
but when you are attracted to someone 


it is because of the petty little things 


their smiles, their eyes, their likes and wants 
you always give back as long as 
they make you smile even if 


you have no reason and strength to smile at all 
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but here’s the truth 
I can stay up till morning 
because the red blood cup of steaming coffee 


is the only one keeping me company 


the aroma it gives ingressing to my nostrils 
brings me intoa cycle of no direction 
making me fly into the oceans 


but no water would touch me in the end 


I miss you. 
I always dream of you. 
would you come back 


to keep me sane? 
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keys to forget 


space. 
backspace. 
end. 
delete 
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brighter days 


Listen to the songs of the birds 
from the tree of your desires 
and see the clear skies 


opened for you to smile. 


Tis a beautiful day 
to leave that bothering sound; 
open your soul with hope 


and let your day be brighter around. 
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shattered 


It is when we are broken that we can share ourselves with 


others. 
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vizcaya 


sunny skies and mountains — 
the sweet mists on the air 
kissing my cheeks as I gulp 


my steaming hot cup of CSpresso 


the chirp tweets of the birds 
on the top of Damortis tree 
is music to my hearing 


joined by the bees, an orchestra indeed 


withered lands — lifeless so 
but there is Magat a long lost hope 
once rich again; life will arise 


as long as the Nuang moos, we're all right 


Oh Vizcaya, my beloved and dearest 
fruits of the soil are sweats of the ancestors; 
but your land and beauty is of no substance 


if kept unguarded and taken for granted 
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the children's laughter 


do you remember the laugh of a child 
full of innocence and joy; 
It is the genuine happiness 


that everyone wants again for sure. 
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song and rain 


the rain hits hard 
on my windowpane; 
when the sky is doomed 


and I'm left with pain 


the songs on the radio 
aren t just songs; 
it follows my tears 


and elixir to my wounds 


a cradlesong that calms 
the storm in my heart; 
and giving me liberty 


from the cellar of pain 


it's not the cadence of music 
that I am after for 
but the words it says 


to mend my broken souls 
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you 


But here's the truth, you can never be anybody. Never try 
to imitate someone's life. No matter how hard you change 
yourself. You are you. Remember, your imperfections are 


what make you beautiful. 


carlojosephs. reglos 


missing someone 


when you miss somebody 

find a thing that belongs to him; 
have a good smell on it 

and put it on your chest. 

close your eyes and hug it 

until you feel his body 


embracing you back like you wanted. 
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hero 


life has become hard 
for us to carry on; 
it pushed us to the ground 


facing the real moil 


life broke our hearts 
and never mend it after all; 
kept us lying in pain 


and dying in torture 


but you see it's our choice 
to let it soak us in blaze 
or instead, fight with the sword 


in our childhood we concealed 


the hero in our childhood 
is mightier than we think; 
it teaches us lessons 


a grown man can no longer imagine. 
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deepest desires 


hold on tight on your deepest desires 

vis the foundation of your routine, average life; 
but don’t let these consume your innocent mind 
it ll corrupt what you have started — 


and burn it into slag. 
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colors 


I danced my soul out 
as troye's song 
bombarded my ears. 
The beat of its drums 
follows my heart 
afraid to be seen. 

It's the song of my youth 
and the soul of my tears; 
keeping me strong 
in the judgment of the spear 
Colors are flashing out 
but darkness is coming in; 
I danced my soul out 
and colors flashed in; 
raising my hands 


in the air to breathe in. 
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pride 


It’s hard and too much to digest but once you do, it'll 


feed you a lifetime. 


PART SIX 


The Confession 
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The Confession 


Never trust a poet's words 
He can make pain a melody 


and anger intoa candy 


He can make you believe 
that you're swimming into clouds 


and hovering in the oceans 


But the truth is the inks he uses 
are made up of lies and mendacities 


coated with honey and ecstasy 


Never trust a poet's words 
he’s a fraud — playing words 
making daydreams the reality 


PART SEVEN 


Filipino Poems 


Most of my poems are written in English but I also write 
in Filipino. Just as the topics of my English poems, my 
Tula (poems) also revolve around love, sex, life, and other 


more. 
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sa aking dapithapon 


pagdating ng aking dapithapon 

ako'y mahihimlay sa mga damong luntian; 
susulitin ang sariwang hanging 

hindi ko na muli matitikman, 

ang bughaw na kalangitan, 

at ang araw na sumilang. 

sasariwain ang bawat sandaling 

huminga sa lupang hinirang; 

pagdating ng liwanag ng buwang inaasam 
ako'y nakahanda na — 

ito na ang katapusan; 


paalam inang bayan. 
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cosefa 


nagpunit ang luha 

sa ilalim ng tubig 

mga langgam na lulubig-lubig 
nagsilang ang araw 

niyakap ng dilim 

Dalagang mahalina at mabunyi 
maylinis ang puso at kaibuterang unera 
Cosefa! Dalaga ng kailalimang bayan; 
sinubok ng bayan; naglakbay 

buhay mo’y nasayang 

alimarihing tunay 

kababaihang inialay 

sa ilalim ng rilim ng pag-ibig 

ibig nga ba ng puso o nasa lamang? 
Cosefa! Babae ng tunay na henerasyon 
niyaya ng dilim 


tuluyang umilalim 
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ano na lamang ang sambit 

ng mga kadugong di karamay; 
mga patak ng luha 

sa ilalim ng unan 

ay tila naglaho na; 

tinuyo ng panahon; 
kinalimutan. 

ang relasyon at koneksyon 
Tinakwil! 

Cosefa! Panahoy maaga pa 
pagputok ng hangin ay hayaan muna 
Alalahanin ang dakilang payo 
na ang kababaihan sumuko 
kapag hinog na ang aratilis 


sa bintana ng kahapon. 
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coleksyon ng alaala 


Nag-iisa sa ilalim ng kadiliman 
tanging tanaw ay ilaw ng buwan 
aking inaalala, paano nagsimula 


paano nakilala at nabihag mo sinta 


minsan isang araw ako'y naparalisa 
ika'y naghandog ng tulong at paa 
tuwa sa puso'y hindi maalis 


hindi malaman paano ba ibabalik 


nagdaan mga araw ika'y nakilala 
puso mo'y bukal di maikakaila 
iyong mga matang mapungay at maamo 


iyong katauhay napakabuti't may puso 
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Tuwing magkasama 

ako'y laging masaya 

puso'y gumagaan, tila nabihag mo na 
ngunit di maaari, di pwede ang tayo 


ikaw at ako ay di pinagtagpo 


hindi maipaliwanag ang nararamdaman 
bigat ng damdamin na nararanasan 
di masabi ano nga ba ito 


daig pa ng batang matibay ang puso 


sabi ko sayo, “H'wag kang mag-alala, 
ako'y ilwas lang at di mawawala 
sa aking pag-iwas, iyong tandaan 


“Mahirap kasi ang mahulog sa kaibigan” 
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pinagtagpo 


Oras ay hindi pansin 

Sa bawat yapak aking dinig; 
Paglapit mo sa aking tabi 
Ako'y hindi mapakali 


Bawat pagpakli ng pilikmata 
Pagdaan ng tingin sa iyong mukha 
Paggalaw ng iyong labi, upang mabasa 


Sa aking panaginip, nasa langit na 


Hinawakan mo ang aking kamay 
Kaba ay hindi maitangay 
Kabog ng damdamin; di maibaling 


Pag-ibig na dama'y lalong lumalalim 


Hindi malaman, ano nga ba tayo? 
Bakit tuwing magkasama, parang may tayo? 
Negunit, anong pakla at sakit ang dama 


"Pinagtagpo lang tayo't ‘di tinadhana" 
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pahinang naisulat 


sa pagsara ng bawat pahinang naisulat 

ay hindi mawawala ang mga luhang inalay; 
mga damdaming nahimlay na muling nabuhay 
at ang mga taong naging paksa nito. 

sa bawat pagsayaw ng mga pluma 

na lalakis-lakis sa indayog 

ng musika ng damdaming nag-aalab 

ay naroon ang mga pusong napagod 
magmahal at mag-alay. 

ngunit sa kabila ng mga balakid 

na ito ay naroon ang mga taong 

nasa likod ng bawat letrang naisulat 

at sila ang bubuhay 


sa mga pahinang naisulat. 
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asan? ano? sino? bakit? 


Naririnig mo ba? 
ang mga sigaw 

na umaalingaw-ngaw 
sa ilalim 

ng iyong mga unan 


na gawa Sa pakpak ng agila? 


Mega sigaw 

na sa iyong pandinig 

ay tila ingay ng langaw 
na umaaligid 

sa mga taingang nabingi 
sa awit ng mga pasayo 
na kumokontrol 


sa takbo ng iyong masalimuot na buhay? 


Nakikita mo ba 
ang mga dugong 
nag-aalab sa mga dibdib 


ng mga maliit at inaalipusta? 
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Marahil ay hindi 

at ika’y nawala — 

tila ika'y nabulag sa silaw 

ng kikinang-kinang na kayamanang 


hindi naman ginto't pilak. 


Tandaan! 

ang pagsuko ng damdamin 
at pusong dapat ay lumaban; 
ay tanda ng pagkawala 

ng dignidad 

at mukha 


sa lupang sinilangan. 


H'wag pasisiil 
sa banaag ng kanilang mga salita; 
ika'y manindigang lumaban 


para sa inang bayan! 
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PART SEVEN 


Special Access 


Thank you for reaching this part of the book. I hope you 


were delighted with the pieces I have written. 


So the last two entries are my two sanaysays (essay), for 
the past 2 years I haven't let anyone read these essays 
because I was too afraid that it would encourage 
conflicting views. But this time, I am wholeheartedly 


giving this opportunity to you to read it. 
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120: Kalayaang Hindi Malaya 
Petsa ng pagsulat: 11/16/17 10:40 PM 


Pagbati sa ika-sandaan at dalawampung anibersaryo ng 
Kalayaan ng Pilipinas. Galak ang dama sa aking puso 
tuwing aking binabalikan ang kwento ng ating bansa — 
ang mga pakikibaka at pagbubuwis ng buhay ng ating 
mga ama upang ipaglaban ang ating lupa. ‘Di bat 
napakasarap langhapin ang simoy ng soberanya — ang 
kalayaan. Ang tamis ng tagumpay na siyang katas ng mga 
tupang inialay. Ang soberanyang napakailap na sa 
katunayan ay inabot pa ng tatlungdaan at tatlumput- 


tatlong taon ng pakikibaka at paghihirap. 


Negunit, sa nakalipas na mga taon mula nang makamit 
ang kalayaan, masasabi ba natin na tunay na nga tayong 
malaya? Sa madaling salita, Oo, malaya na tayo sa kamay 
ng mga mananakop — Espanyol, Amerikano, at Hapon. 


Subalit kung titignan natin sa pinakamalalim at malawak 
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na saklaw, tunay lang na hindi pa tayo malaya. Marahil ay 
nawala na ang mga dayuhang mananakop  subalit 
pinalitan ito ng mga Traydor, mga walang utang na loob 
na indio. Ano ang aking punto? Mismong kadugo natin 
ang siyang nanakop sa ating bansa, mga “kapwang” nasa 
liderato na kung saan isinasakupapa ang kapakanan ng 
bansa, ng mga mamamayan at mga apo nito. Ibinubugaw 
sa mga malalaking nasyon, ginagahasa’t 
pinagsasamantalahan at hinahayaang pagpiyestahan ng 
mga dayuhang tila mga langaw na umaaligid sa 
napakagandang inang bayan. Ginagamit ng mga traydor 
ang pulitika upang isakatuparan ang nais-naisin ng mga 
makakating kamay at puputokputok na bulsa. Ano na ang 
kinatunguhan ng ating ina? Isang Sisang baliw na nga, 
ayon kay Rizal, na noon ay ang alindog ay humahalina 
ngunit sa pagdating ng mga mapang-alipusta at 
mapagkamkam na mga dayuhan at depektibong mga 
pilipino na walang ibang ginawa kundi magpaalipin at 
mang-isa ng kapwa indio ay unti-unting nasira at 


nagdusa. 


Kaya iginiit ng mga apo ng bayan ni Rizal na ipaglaban 
ang tunay na soberanya ng Pilipinas. Ang tunay na 
kalayaan na dapat ay noon pa lamang nakamit. Ang 
kalayaan mula sa pagkontrol ng ibang bansa. Ang 


pagwakas Sa pagiging papet ng ina sa kahit ninuman — 
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ang kalayaang makapagsarili at mamuhay ng masagana na 
hindi nanga-ngailangan ng pakikialam ng iba. Ang tunay 
na soberanya ay makakamit lamang sa pagwakas ng 
espesyal na pisi na nagdurugtong sa mga mapaglarong 
kamay ng mapang-abusong ama-amahan. Ang pagpuksa 
ng imperyalismo, kapitalismo at pyudal na sistemang 
umiiral sa ating ina. Nawa’y magising ang bawat Pilipino 
sa kahimbingan sa kalayaang hindi malaya. Akin lamang 
ipapanalangin na sana’y hindi maulit ang sinimulan si 
Andres at maging isa lamang babala ang kalayaang ito 
tungo sa malinis at kapakipakinabang na lupa na tatayuan 
ng mga apo ng apo ng bayan. Patawad apo ng Bayan! 


Patawad Inang Bayan! 
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Rizal: Salamin ng Bayan 
Petsa ng pagsulat: 12/10/17 9:16 PM 


Ang tunay na pagkakilala sa ninuman ay hindi nasusukat 
sa kaalaman ukol sa lugar ng tahanan, karaawan, mga 
magulang, mga kapatid, mga kamag-anak, at kung 
anupaman. Tunay lamang ang pagkakilala sa isang tao ay 
ukol sa kaniyang mga ideyolohiya, at mga paniwala sa 


buhay. 


Sa mahigit-kumulang limang buwan na aking pag-aaral 
ukol kay Rizal — buhay, mga akda, ideyolohiya at 
impluwensiya — ay tila sapat na marahil upang aking 
maintindihan kung bakit nga ba siya ang ating 
pambansang bayani; kung bakit siya ay itinuring na 
“Unang Pilipino”. Lahad sa ating mga paningin at 
pandinig na si Rizal ang may-akda ng kontrobersyal na 
nobelang Noli Me Tangere at ang kasunod nitong El 
Filibusterismo. Mga akdang nakapagpamulat sa mga 


mata, nakapagtilikit sa mga kaisipang mangmang, 
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nakapagpaalab ng mga puso at nakapagpakilos ng mga 
kamay ng mga indio upang ipaglaban ang kalayaan mula 
sa mapagkamkam at mapang-alipustang mga dayuhang 
kolonyal. Dahil sa mga akdang ito, aking napagtanto ang 
tunay na kapangyarihan ng pagsusulat. Marahil ay 
marami ang hindi sasangayon sa akin kung aking 
isisiwalat na ang pagsusulat ang pinaka-mabisang paraan 
upang ihayag ang tunay na damdamin, kayarian, at 
kalagayan ng isang tao, lugar, o anupaman. Ito ang 
pinakamalinis at  pinakamapayapang paraan ng 


pakikipaglaban; malayo sa dahas at madugong labanan. 


Batid ng lahat na si Rizal ay nag-aral sa Madrid at niyakap 
ang pag-aral ng tradisyon, kultura, lingwahe, at kaalaman 
rito. Nakatapak sa iba’t ibang mga dayuhang kalupaan at 
nakasalamuha ng iba’t ibang lahi. Siya ay natutong 
magsalita sa iba’t ibang dila, ngunit ang pagmamahal niya 
sa kanyang bansa ay hindi kailanman nabawasan. Sa 
katunaya’y lalong mas pinagbuti niyang aralin ang mga 
ito upang maintindihan ang mga dakilang ideya ng iba’t 
ibang pilosopo na siyang nagsilbing daan upang kaniyang 
ipaglaban ang mga repormang ninanais-nais para sa inang 


bayan. 


Aking nabatid na ang tunay na pagmamahal sa bansa ay 


hindi nakikita sa mga dakilang gawa at karangalan ng 
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isang tao. Katulad ni Rizal, lahad sa bawat isa na ang 
kaniyang mga pamamaraan upang  ipakita ang 
pagmamahal sa bansa ay maliliit na hakbang lamang. 
Nagkatalo lamang sa dami ng mga hakbang na kaniyang 
ginawa. Batid na isa si Rizal sa mga idolo pagdating sa 
pagiging makabayan. Katunaya’y isa siyang salamin ng 
tunay na Pilipino na handang ibuwis ang buhay para sa 
kapakanan ng inang bayan. Sa panahon ngayon, ang 
simpleng pag-awit lamang ng “Lupang Hinirang” nang 
buong puso — sa pagnamnam ng bawat titik at salitang 
nakaukit sa Pambansang Awit; sa pag-alala ng bawat 
dugong naibuwis at dumanak sa lupang hinirang — ay 
siyang nagpapakita ng tunay na pagkamakabayan. Ang 
pagtulong sa kapwa Pilipino ng walang pag-iimbot, ang 
pagbayad ng matapat sa karampatang buwis, at hindi 
pagiging pabigat sa bayan ay mga maliit na hakbang 
lamang tungo sa tunay pagkamit ng damdaming 


makabayan at kaunlaran ng inang bayan. 


Ang tanging masasabi ko lamang sa pag-aaral ng Rizal ay 
hindi lamang ito asignatura na siyang panlinang ng 
kaisipan ukol sa Pambansang Bayani kundi ito ay tulong 
sa kalinangan ng bawat damdamin ng mga Pilipino na tila 
nahimbing sa paglipas ng panahon; panggising sa mga 
pusong dati’y nag-alab na at nag-alay para sa bansa. 


Sumakatuwid, ang asignaturang Rizal ay mitsa ng 
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pagbabago, katulong ito sa paggising sa kamalayan ng 
mga Pilipino upang gumalaw at makibahagi sa kalinangan 


ng bansa at ng bawat isa. 


Sa panahon ngayon, maaari pa kayang tularan ang mga 
hakbang ni Rizal? Sino nga ba ang nais magbuwis ng 
buhay upang maipakita na siya ay makabayan? Sino nga 
kaya at tutuligsa sa liderato upang ipaglaban ang tama? Sa 
paglakbay ng panahon ay siya na rin yata ang paglipas ng 
damdaming makabansa. Kailangan na ba natin muli ng 
isang Rizal upang magising na magmuli ang mga 
damdaming nahimbing na? Ano pa nga ba ang nararapat 
na mangyari upang muling magkaisa ang mga Pilipino 
para sa maunlad at malayang Pilipinas? Mabuhay 


Pilipinas! Malayang Pilipinas! 
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